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mere grey argument." Browning's praise ought
to send every one to the original. But here is
one more stanza that I cannot resist copying,
because it seems so pathetically applicable to Smart
himself as a man, and to the one exquisite poem which
was " the more than Abishag of his age " :

His muse, bright angel of his verse,
Gives balm for all the thorns that pierce,

For all the 'pangs that rage ;
Blest light, still gaining on the gloom,
The more than Michal of his bloom,

The Abishag of his age.
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